"But God knows/* said this senator, as well,

"So virtuous a liver, in my life

I never saw, as she is, nor heard tell

Of earthly woman, maiden, no nor wife.

I dare say, she would rather have a knife

Thrust through her breast than play a female trick;

There is no man could bring her to the prick."

Now this boy was as like unto Constance

As it was possible for one to be.

Alia had kept the face in remembrance

Of Dame Constance, and thereon now mused he:

Mayhap the mother of the child was she

Who was his wife. And inwardly he sighed,

And left the table with a hasty stride.

"In faith," thought he, "a phantom's in my head!

I ought to hold, by any right judgment,

That in the wide salt sea my wife is dead."

And afterward he made this argument:

"How know I but that Christ has hither sent

My wife by sea, as surely as she went

To my own land, the which was evident?"

And, after noon, home with the senator
Went Alia, all to test this wondrous chance.
The senator did Alia great honour,
And hastily he sent for fair Constance.
But, trust me, she was little fain to dance
When she had heard the cause of that command.
Scarcely upon her two feet could she stand.

When Alia saw his wife, he greeted her,

Then wept till it was a sad thing to see.

For, at the first glance, when she entered there,

He knew full verily that it was she.

And she for grief stood dumb as ever tree;

So was her heart shut up in her distress

When she remembered his unkindliness,
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